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ZANTE, 

THE 

v LITTLE NEGRO, 

(Addressed to the Little English Child.) 

O happy little English Child, 

On all your laud kind heaven has smil'd 
How do me vish each opening morn, 
Dat in blest England me’d been boru. 

Me should not den all terror be, 

No sounding whip to wake poor me 
Me should not feel its crael smart, 

Me should not wish ne'er beat dis heart. 

From happy home, me ne’er be drove, 
Nor mourn de loss of all me love; 

Me should not envy every grave, 

Me should not be a little slave! 
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o von in liappy England! where 
Alloiat have breath are free as air; 

T* nk as dis blessing you enjoy , ^ 

Ttnk on de little Negro boy . 

Me vo nee vas happy as de king, 

And every day did pleasure bring ; 

He laughed,and play e<!^ and dew my kite, 

A,ml tought of nothing but delight. 

Me had a home— sweet little cot, * 

Dese eyes still see, dat dere loved spot ; 

In all its. joys me once did share, 

But never more me welcomed dere ! 

Me had amoder— -she loved me, 

And me’d a fader— kind as she ; 

Me had a sister—bliss now o’er ! ^ 

No fader, moder, sister more 1, 

One morn— as day began to peep 
Me woke-so glad-me could not sleep 




It was my birth day—-just eleven,. 
And many were dc welcomes given. 

Dear moder made me something nice. 
Me tinks me see file large-helpM slice 
Me hears my fader, with what joy— 
“ Many such days to thee my boy !” 

My little playmates, far and near, 

All came to wish me happy year ; 

Afcd den as we had use to do. 

To merry play me quickly Hew. 

Poor Tray*—my dog—so dear to me. 
He join'd—and happy was as we; 
Polling so frisky on the grass, 

Sitting beside, or scampering fast. 

Together round yon well-known tree. 
All hand in hand we danced with glee 
And joyful sung without a fear, 

De song my moder loved to hear. 
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It was a blight, a sunny day, 

Just like as if de first of May ; 

Me in such spirits rambled on, 

And tought our bliss would ne’er be gone. 

Sometimes we passed thro’ shady bowers, 
Or stopt amid the blooming flowers ; 

Some gathered dis—some run for dat, 

And placed them in my little hat. 

What joy me felt, dere’s none can tell, 

All were so gay, and all so well ; 

But ’twas de last bright hour for me, 

For none’scome since, nor none dere’U be. 

Dere was a lane, where trees so grew, 
You could not see de skies sweet blue ; 
Dowu its dark path me fast did run 
And tought me’d hide myself for fun. 

My dog came too, and tired grown, 

U«p a sweet bank we sat us dowu, 
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Dere on my knee he laid his head, 

Which had so often been his bed. 

Me little tought as calm he lay, 

While flowers me o’er him strew’d in play 
And nap enjoyed, with long drawn breath, 
His next would be de sleep of death. 

Me not sat long before he growl’d, 

Quickly got up and bark'd and howl’d ; 
Me turned my head, and me did see, 

A great tall man just come to me. 

Me could not move in such a fright, 

His face it was all over white ; 

But sure a blacker heart no where, 

And pity never entered dere. 

A rope he threw around my waist. 

And drove me on in cruel haste; 

Me cried — u O moder come to me !” 

He said-— 44 No mother more mc’d see !** 
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Den on my knees all pale with dread. 
Me raised my hands and trembling said 
O good white man, hear—hear my cry. 
Do let me go and say “ good bye.” 

My moder she will break her heart, 

If from poor Zante she most pait; 

And grieve will fader all de day, 

Soon in de grave dey both will lay. 

Me’s got a little sister too. 

And none love dearer den we do ; 

O let me. go me do implore, 

Let me but look on dem once more; 

But cruel man he only drove; 

Zante more fast from all he love ; 

He beat me with a sharp long sledge. 
And dragged me to the water's edge. 

My little dog so fierce was Jie, ^ 

And fain he would have followed me ; 
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But kicked sehard, yet come he would. 
Me saw him shot—me saw de blood. 

Me tought he’d never rise no more, 

But perhaps he craw’d to model’s door; 
Looked in her face and piteous cried, 

D en laid him down and surely died. 

O moder would me at dy side, 

Like him looked up—like him had died; 
Would me had shared his little grave, 

Dy Zante den ne’er been a slave! 

But to de ship poor me was bore. 

And chained all fast to many more, 

Dere in a dark, dark hole me lay. 

Me could not tell if night or day. 

De heavy chain did w ound me so. 

Me glad poor moder did not know; 

Nor how me faint, how bad vas me, 

It would have wrung her heart to see. 
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Upon de beach how many stood, 

Weeping in vain a bitter flood ; 

And from dat agonizing crowd 
Vas u Zante, Zante,” called aloud t 

Some dere were dat could not speak, 

Just as me heard dear moder shriek ; 

And knew de cries of more dan vone, 

De signal's given—-de ship sails on. 

Who can describe no mortal tongue, 

De pangs my wretched heart that wrung^ 
Children of England—happy spot! 

Be tankful dis is not your lot; 

Dey took me out a long long way, 

But vere it vas me could not say; 

Bar_far beyond the dark blue wave, 

And sold me for a little slave. 

My master cruel— me so dread, 

Dus to de Negro ruler said - 
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“ Here take dis lad—Nor mind his cries 
But beat and work him till he dies!” 

O little English child me knows, 

You feel for me in all my woes! 

For me your heart does sorrowing heave, 
Your eyes de tear of pity give. 

Would dat my gods could bliss impart, 
Me*d ask to bless dy feeling heart; 

Poor wooden gods me only knows* 
You’perhaps—a better know den dose. 

O if dere be, may he bless you 
Ask him to bless poor Zante too ; 

Would from de ship me’d been thrown o’er 
Would me had sunk to rise no more. 

Zante’s a slave! must labour on 
For ever—’neath a burning sun: 

And none in all my hard employ, 

To stroke my head and say “ good boy 







14 


How oft so ill me tink me die, 

No fader and no moder nigh; 

Rut me mast work—my cries none hears 
Nor dare me stop to wipe my tears. 

Me labour hard—so hard me do, 

To make de sugar nice for you. 

And dough to you so sweet it is, 

To me—none know—how bitter ’tis. 

You little tink—nor pity feel, 

As yon enjoy it every meal; 

And see how sparkling it appears, 

Tis made with groans, & blood & tears, 

Conld you but see dese streaming eyes, 
Could you but hear my piercing cries ; 
Me’s sure dat sugar you’d not take. 
You’d eat no more for Zante’s sake. 

Whene’er me talk of happy home. 

Or gently say “come model cornel” 
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De whip more hard on me descends. 
And double woe my bosom rends! 

** Me vould have tough t no labour hard. 
Hut ’twould have been a sweet reward ; 
Could me with moder still abide. 

Could me have worked but at her side. 

All day my comforter she’d be 
And done de task too hard forme; 
m AlK * night me should forget too weep, 
Hushed in her tender arms to sleep. 

But moder thou art far away. 

And canst not soothe — and never may 
And fader too—such—such my doom, 
No friend in all dis land of gloom ! 

r* De cruel whip it never spares. 

And blood- drops mingle with my tears ! 
Me only wish my days all gone 
Me only wi*h me’d ne’er been born ! 
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Blest English child! how happy you! 
Sweet home and every comfort too! 
You're never stolen, such woe ne'er have 
Uere's none can make you little slave ! 

'Welcome to you each opening morn 
From fader—moder—never torn! 

And ven dey see de trickling tear, 

How soon dey say—“ don't cry my dear/ 

Ah! prize dem, never, never give, 

One vexing moment while dey live; 

Me's sure in you dey comfort find, 

And never hear a word unkind ! 

O my loved parents ! while life last. 

Me tink on you where'er me cast! 

Still love me dear- but don't you grieve, 
Bough on far distant shores me live! 

Had me but wings me'd soon fly o'er, 
Could me but see you both once more! 
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Me links dat bliss so great to me 
Poor Zante die in agony. 

O happy little English child, 

Tink dat on me such bliss ne’er smiled; 
Tink—as you well may sing for joy, 
Tink on de little Negro boy! 


PART SECOND. 


Oh! happy little English child, 

On me too now kind heaven has smil d 
Tanks to your God—and now my God, 
Me’s going with you de heavenly road. 

Me’s heard of Jesus Christ de Lord, 
Me’s learnt to read God’s holy word. 
And me has found what joy it gave, 
Dere’s mercy t’91 de poor black slave. 








Perhaps from your kindness it may he, 
Dis sweetest news is come to me, 
Perhaps ’tis your money dat has bought 
t)e precious Bible Zante’s got. 

O how me tank you ever since, 

For all your Missionary pence. 

Tank you me vill where'er me rove, 

Me tank yon best in heaven above. 

Dere veil me meet, me clasp your hand, 
Me tell you all in dat bright land. 

Till den too full poor Zante's heart, 

De half it feels me can’t impart. 

One day so ill me could not speak, 

Dat very day dough faint and weak, 

My task so hard yet me beat on. 

Me tought me drop before me done. 

Alt ! ven my cruel task was o’er, 

Me slipt away as ofl before, 
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To yonder lonely spot me creep, 

Vere me unseen—unheard might weep. 

A well known tree far down de glade, 
Beneath its ever gloomy shade, 

Dere kneeling on de grassy sod, 

Me called upon my Fader’s God 

To wooden god me tought to bow, ^ 
And me no better den did know, 

Me oft had call’d and call'd again. 

But me did ever call in vain! 

Dere how me tought of happy home, 

And me did cry—Oh ! moder come! 

Me vant on dy dear lap to lie, 

Me vant to lay me down and die! 

Poor Zaute's head it ach'd so bad, 

And as me sat and ciied so sad. 

Me tought me felt dear model's cheek. 
Me tought me heard her once more speak 
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Me tought—she said, “allmy employ, 
Has been to mourn my long lost boy, 
Hut now his moder sees his face, 

And clasps him in a fond embrace/’ 

Me tought—but ah! it was not true, 
No moder near—a poor slave too, 

Me sobb’d aloud sweet home to see, 
When white man came and pitied me. 

u Don’t cry” so kindly did he say, 
u I’m come from England far away, 
To teach poor little blacks like you, 
De way to heaven you never knew.” 

“ I’ll teach you dere’s a Cod on high. 
Who live’s above yon bright blue sky, 
Call not on wooden gods again. 

To Him you’ll never call in vain.” 

** I’m come to bring God’s holy word. 
Which tells of Jesus Christ the Lord, 
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He came and did for sinners die, 

Poor sinners such as you and I.” 

“ I’m come to teach you how to read, 

Dis blessed book and find indeed, 

A better home a lasting peace, 

When all your sorrows here shall cease,’ 

“Jesus will be a friend so true. 

Think how he bled and died for you; 

O live to him and trust his love, 

Come dry your tears and look above,” 

Me clasp’d nay hands me cried for joy, 

To hear he died for poor black boy ; 

And is it true, andean it be, 

Dat de great God thus thinks of me! 

Oh ! den ye god’s of wood and stone, 

Dat from my childhood me has known; 
Me worship none of you no more. 

But tie true God me’U now adore. 




23 

Me'II sing to him through all de day. 
And all de night me’U praise and pray 
Me will not mind dough me’s a slave. 
Me happy be beyond de grave. 

O God 1 thou wilt forgive poor me. 
And tell me how to live to thee ; 

Help me to praise help me to speak, 
Or soon my little heart must break. 

Don’t let me sin in any way, 

But guard and guide me every day? 
Me’ll think no labour hard no more, 
For soon my grief will all be o’er. 

Dear home me now no grieve for thee 
A better home dere is for me, 

>Tis up abovijde starry skv, 

A world vere pleasures never die ! 

A few more days my labour done. 

Me to dat happy world be gone, 
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Dere ’mongst de blessed me shall stand, 

“ Crown on my head and harp in hand.’* 

Moder could you but see your boy. 

Your tears would now be all for joy, 
You’d bless the hand you tought severe, 
Bat sent dy child to labour here. 

You tought it worse den death to me ! 
But ’tis indeed true life to me, 

Me’s heard of Jesu’s dying love, 

Me’s learn’t de vay to heaven above. 

You tought no bliss for your poor boy. 
But ’twas to give me truer joy, 

To fit me for a happier shore, 

When all my labours here are o’er. 

You tought much better t’ would have been 
Dy Zante’s little corpse t’ have seen, 

But moder cease in tears to roam, 

Dy child has found abetter home. 
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Would me could tell you bliss so true 
And read de book of God to you, 

But ah ! poor me can only pray, 

And dat me do all night and day. 

Oh ! little English child ! you’ve heard, 
From infancy God’s holy word, 

You’re early taught redeeming love, 

You early learnt de way above ! 

De Bible how its prized by you, 

And tought of first in all you do, 

You read it every day me know, 

And ’tis your guide while here below. 

Whate’er you do, where’er you be, 

You think—“ Almighty God sees me !” 
On him whene’er you close your eyes, 

You think—you think when first you rise* 

To him who keeps you ’neatli his care, 
You raise your little hands in prayer, 
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To God best thanks you daily give, 

And in his tear you ever live ! 

Your fader and your moder too, 
Whate’er dey wish you always do : 
Never te dem are you unkind, 

Comfort in you dey’re sure to find. 

Fine clothes me knows you never wear r 
Boutde pool body you not care, 

It is de soul e’er time be gone, 

Dat you’re so anxious to adorn 

Oat sugar we’re so beat to make, 

You will not take it for our sake, 

Oh! ask dat oders eat no more, 

And slavery den will soon be o’er, 

Tink as with pleasure you do choose, 
Free labour sugar now to use, 

Each bit does speak in all your meals, 

De thousand thunks poor Zante feeU* 
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Blessings for ever be to you. 

Tank you with tears of joy me do, 

And should you sorrow' ever find, 
Heaven send to yon a friend as kind. 

Methinks when to God’s house you go. 
You feel as if ’twas heaven below ; 
Whoe’er entice you never play, 
Remembering ’tis de Sabbath-day. 

Methinks to you none sorrow brings. 
You live above earth’s trifling things $ 
To pray and praise your sweet employ, 
To glorify your God your joy. 

Methinks you’re thankful every meal. 
And every closing day you feel 
As on the pillow calm you lay, 

Quite ready for dejudgment day. 

No little English child me see, 

At God’s left baud it cannot be ; 
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Would me eould say, but me not dare. 
No little blacks be ever there. 

You helped to send with love sincere, 

An angel Missionary here ;» 

Dat me like you may live to God, 

Find mercy through de Saviour’s b’ood, 

Again me tank you—Zante must, 

For all your half-pence saved for us ; 

Me bless you for your prayers me do, 
And de great God will bless you too: 

Pear English child do get me pray, 

More Missionaries every day ; 

Oh ! senddem to my fader's land, 

Pat we may meet at God’s right hand. 

Perhaps at dis moment model* kneels, 

To some poor God who knows nor feels 
And perhaps to# soon she maybe gone, 
A like unknowing and unknown. 
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O God! forgive her—she's ne'er heard, 
What me has heard—dy holy word j 
She never saw and none to say, 

“ Jesus to tliee's de only way/' 

Go angel Missionary go, 

Teach her a better God to know, 

Tell her of heaven where all is joy. 

And dere she'll meet her darling boy, 

O tell her de poor gods she knew, 

And taught her child to worship too, 

Are nothing all dey cannot save, 

Or point to bliss beyond de grave. 

Ah! could me but fly me'd clasp her round; 
And tell de blessings me has found ; 

Till she was blest me would not cease, 

And den me sweetly die in peace. 

Tanks to my God for all his love, 

But most fora sweet home above, 
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’Mehope to praise while life shall last. 
Whatever my woes—wherever me cast. 

Me praise him best when me shall die, 
Me glory sing through alt de sky. 

Me shour salvation throughde air. 

And meet my blessed Saviour there. 

Oh ! happy little English child. 

On Zante too kind heaven has smil’d. 
Me soon with you in Glory sing. 

The honours of our Saviour King! 
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Bloomev, Printer. 







